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her anger had been fully justified), of having failed to keep her
legitimate indignation within the bounds of a duly disciplined
charity.

If, after luncheon on the day following, Monsieur Puybaraud had
paid a visit to Brigitte in her own home, he would have found him-
self in the presence of a woman now utterly defenceless and only too
willing to exhibit herself as an object-lesson in humility. La the
matter of humility she feared competition with none.

But when my master, pale with emotion, asked the servant
whether her mistress was at home, he was told that she had been
summoned back to Larjuzon by telegram, and that the young
people had gone with her. Monsieur Pian had been taken suddenly
ill, and the wording of the telegram had been sufficiently alarming
to set Madame packing at once. She had taken "all the mourning
she happened to have."

There was nothing suspicious about my father's death. Saintis
(who had been re-established in the vacancy left by the dismissal of
Vignotte) had found him, early in the morning, lying on his face by
the side of his bed and already cold. Like many of his comfortable
country neighbours, Octave Pian had always eaten and drunk too
much; but after he had been left alone in the house, his drinking had
taken on frightening proportions. The evening before his death he
must have surpassed himself, for the bottle of Armagnac which he
had opened that day was found empty in the study, where it was his
custom to sit smoking by the fire until the stroke of midnight.

I know to-day that Brigitte Pian's scruples had crystallized around
the paper to which I have already referred. Rightly or wrongly, she
held that it must strike a final blow at my mother's memory. I long
believed that when she went from Larjuzon she had deliberately left
that document in a drawer where she was certain that sooner or later
my father must find it That was, doubtless, to let my imagination
outstrip events. Knowing what I do to-day, I can read their true
meaning into the phrases which my stepmother endlessly repeated
as she ky in her bedroom through the long nights which preceded
and which followed my father's funeral Lying wide-eyed in the
dark, I listened in a state of terror, firmly convinced that Brigitte